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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voycc an armed Englifhman. 
Shall that vi&orious hand be feebled heere, 
That in your Chambers gaue you chafticcment ? 
No : know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 
And like an Eagle, ore his aycrie towres, 
To fowffe annoyance that comes neere his Neft ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuoks, 
you bloudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your decre Mothcr-Engl3nd:.blufh for fhame: 
For your ownc Ladies, and paic-vifag'd Maides, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drummcs : 
| Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needl's to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

*Dol. There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canfi out-fcold vs : Far thee well, 
Wehold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brabler. 

Pan. Giue me lcane to fpeake. 

Baft. No, I will fpeake. 

Dot. We will attend to neythcr : 
Strike vp the drummcs, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft, and our being heere. 

Baft. Indeede your drums being beatcn,wil cry out ; 
And fo fhaU you, being beaten : Do but ftart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drum:i e, 
And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brae'd, 
That fhail reuerbcrate all, as lowd as thine. 
Sound but another, and another ihall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the W elkins eare, 
And mocke the deepc mouth'd Thunder : for at hand 
(Not crafting to this halting Legate heere, 
Whom he hath vs'd rather for fport, then nccde) 
Is warlike lohn : and in his fore-head fits 
A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day 
To fcaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 

Dol. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. 

Baft* And thou fhalt finde it (Dolphin)do not doubt 


Scana Tertia. 


The life and death ofK^mgfohn. 


Alarums. Enter lohn and Hubert* 

lohn. How goes the day with vs? oh cell me Hubert. 

Hub. Eadlylfcare; how fares your Maiefty ? 

lohn. This Feaucr that hath troubled me fo long, 
Lyes heaute on »e >' oh, my heart is fickc. 

Enter a CMcffengcr. 

Mef. My Lord : your valiant kinCmzn Falconbridge, 
Dcfires your Maieftie to leaue the field, 
And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

lohn. Tell him toward Smnfted, to the Abbey there. 

UMef. Be of good comfort : for rhe great fupply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack 'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 
This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, 
The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues. 

John. Ayemc,this tyrant Fcnucr burnesmec vp. 
And will not let me welcome this good ncw.es. 
Set on toward Swinfted: to my Litter ftraight, 
Wcakncffc poffeffeth me, and I am faint. Sxeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, Tembroh^ > and t Big ot 
Sal. I did not thinke the King fo ftor'd w'ithff 


Tern. Vp once againe : put fpirit in the FrcnT^ 1 
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too. > 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Ealeonbridoe 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day. * 
Pern. They fay King lohn fore fick, hath left ri^c , 
Enter Mcloon wounded. wrcifte Mc 
Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England he 
Sal. When we were happie, we had other nam*' 
Pem, It is the Count Meloone. es ' 
Sal. Wounded to death, 
MeL Fly Noble Englifli, you are bought anrl fcu 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, * lolc! > 
And welcome home againe difcarded faith 
Seeke out King hbn 9 and fall before his feete • 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 
He meanes to recompence the paines you take 
By cutting offyour heads : Thus hath he fworne 
And I with him, and many moe with nice * 
Vpon the Altar at S . Sdmondsbury, * 
Euen on that Altar, where we fvvore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal . May this be poffible ? May this be true? 
MeL Haue I not hideous deoth within my view 
Retaining but a quantity of life, * 
Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolucth from his figure gainft the fire f 
What in the world fhould make me now deceiue 
Since I muft loofe the vfe of all deceite? 
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true 
That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth ? 
I fay againe, if Lewu do win the day, 
He isforfwornc, if ere thofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 
But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Crcft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Euen this ill night, your breathing fhall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 
Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lines; 
If Lewis, by your afsiftance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The loue of him, and this refpect befides 
(For that my Grandfirc was an EngliuSman) 
Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace : and part this bodie and my foulc 
With contemplation, and deuout dcfires. 

Sal Wedobeleeuethee, and belhrcw my foulc, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which 
We will vntread the fteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leauing ou^rankneffe and irregular courfe, 
Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-Iook'o 1 , 
And calmely run on in obedience 
Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lohn. 
My afme fhall giue thee hclpe tobearc thee hence, 

Fo 
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F \Vtuh ne eye. Away, m y friend., new flight, 


Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter 'T)olphin, and his Tratne. 

n / The Sun of heauen(me thought)was loth to fct; 
B*frtaid,and made the Weftcrne Welkin bluih , 
When Eu«lt& mcafurc backward their ownc ground 
Tf int Retire s Oh braucly came we off, 
Knwicha volley of our*eedleflen.ot 
After fuch bloody toile, we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearly vp, 
T aftin the field, and almoft Lords of it. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

jtf e r Where is my Prince, the Dolphin t 

Doll Heere : what ncwes ? 

Mefi The Count Meloone is flaine: The Englifii Lords 
By his perfwafion, ftre againe fainc off, 
And your fuppiy, which you haue wifli'd folong, 
Arc caft away, and funke on Goodwin fands. 

J)ol. Ah fovvIe,(hrew'd newes. Bcflirew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart : 

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King lohn did flie an houre or two before 
The [tumbling night did part our wearie po wrcs? 

TAcf. Whocuerfpokeit,itistruemy Lord. 

Del.WM : kcepc good quarter,& good care to night, 
Thcday (hall not be vp fo foone as I, 
To try the faire aducnture of to morrow. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Baftard and Hubert t feuer ally, 
Hnb. Whofe there i Speakc hoa, fpeake quickely, or 

I fhootc. 
Hdft. A Friend. What art thou ? 
Hftb. Of the part of England. 
Haft. Whether docft thou go ? 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires., 
As well as thou of mine ? 
24#. Hubert, I thinke . 
Hub. Thou haft a perfect thought : 
I will vpon all hazards well bcleeue 
Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well : 
Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafc 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance: thou, & endles night, 
Haue done me fliame : Braue Soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine earc. 
Ba/t. Come, come : fans complement, Whatnewes 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why heere walkc I, in the black brow of night 
To finde you out. 


Baft. Brcefe then : and what's the ne wes? 
Hub. O my fwcet fir, ncwes fitting to the night, 
Blacke, fearefull, conafortlcffe, and horrible. 

Haft. Shew mc the very wound of this ill newcs J 
I am no woman, He not fwound at it. 

Hub. TheKing Jfeareispoyfon'dbyaMonke, 
I left him almoft (peechleffc, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might 
The better arme you ro the fodaine time, 
Then if you had at leifure knowne of this. 

'Ba/l. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ? 
Hub, A Monke I tell you, a refol ued villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out : The King 
Yet fpeakes,and peraduenturemay recouer. 

Baft. Who didft thou leaue to tend his Maiefty ? 
Hub.' Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backe, 

And brought P. ince Henry in their companie, 
At whole requeft the king hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Maieftie. 

€ Bafl. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power. 
He tell thee Hubert, hulfe my power this night 
Pafsing thefe Fiats, arc uken by theTide, 
Thefe Lincofte- Wafties haue deuoured them, 
My (elfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcap'd. 
Away before : Conduft me to the king, 
I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exeunt 


Scena Seftima. 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisburie, and Bigot* 

Hen. ItistooIate.thehtcofaJihisblood 
Is touch'd, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which focne fuppofe the foules fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Fore-tell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His Highneffe yet doth fpeak, 6c holds bcleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre, 
It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifon which aflayleth him. 

Hen . Let him be brought into the Orchard heerc 3 
Dothheftill rage* 

Pem* He is more patient 
Then when you left him ; euen now he fung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneffc: fierce cxtreames 
In their continuance, will not feelc thcmfclues. 
Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts 
Lcaues them inuifible, and his feigc is now 
Againft the winde, the which he prickes and wounds [ 
With many legions offtrangefantafies, 
Which in their throng, and preffe to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelucs. 'Tis ftrange j death fliold fing: 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings 
His foule and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapclcfle, and fo rude. 
lohn brought tn. 

lohn. I marrie, now my foule hath elbow roome, 
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